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“0 FFICER?” said Cissy, look- 
ing up from her magazine, 
“did you say officer? 

Where?” 
The train was sliding into Quebec 

with the light taut breath of a young 
runner. The morning air was a 
shiver of diamonds. The passengers 
had waked, wondered, breakfasted, 
and were about to alight. 

Cissy was the sort of American 
who got her hats out of Vogue, her 

views out of the Smart Set, and her 
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er Officer” said 

checks out of Dad. The hats weie 
small, the views were broad, but 
the checks were the loudest plaids 
you ever saw and still growing. 

Cissy had set her heart on a white 
Christmas, a crinkle-treed, sleigh- 
belled, buffalo-robed Christmas. 
‘Where else were the use of the finest 
fur coat between here and Madame 
Polarbear’s At Home. ; 
But New York—nice, haughty, 

sleety-eyed New York—just wouldn't 
accommodate. 
Wherefore Cissy had stamped a 

thirteen-inch-high-booted foot under 

the shortest skirt you ever saw, short 
of the bathing beach, and dad got the 
light. , 
He also got the way to the nearest 

ticket office—or rather the chaffeur 
did—and the net result was twin 
tickets for Canada. Dad and Cissy 
were all there was to it down home, 
except servants. 
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Cap. Moriarty was a 
Canadian from Ireland 

via New York. 

» Where?” sai Cissy again, flatten- 

ing her pretty nose against the cool 
pane,“daddy, 1 want an officer for 
Christmas too, please may 1?” 
As if in answer, the door al the far 

end of the car opened and the girl in 
the compartment saw a man stride 
in. He had hair the color of his 
khaki suit, and you knew from the 
set of his mouth that his eyes were 
grey. 
i “Two button-tgingses on his arm, 

,” said Miss Inquisitive, as the 
er hustled the suit cases down 
alsle, “no, three. What make is 

“Captain, I think. You you're neu- 
tral, Cis, don’t you forget it.” 
* “Neutral?” said his daughter, with 
ker first lungful of true north air. 
“seems to me this climate is going to 
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be kinda hard on neutrality.” 
As the red-sledded and Dbe-buffa- 

loed conveyance tinkled off down the 
street, while dad got busy on the 
French-named shopfronts, Cissy’s 
head came breathlessly round. 
“He didn’t go away on the train 

after all, dad—he just went through 

it. He's in the sleigh behind. 
Captain Moriarty was a Ca«adian 

—from 
adventure. He had spent five hard- 
ciding years in the Northwest 
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Cissy “Where” 

Mounted Police. Now he is going 
home; because no matter how far a 

Briton travels, he’s Briton still. And 

when it cemes to a scrap, your Irish- 

man is the grittiest Briton of them 

all. , 
His battalion was wintering in 

Montreal, but Moriarty himself had 
leave for Christmas and he had run 

down to the Chateau Fronterac for a 

little of the sport om ski, toboggan, 

skate and sleigh, that he so leved. 

Incidentally and unconsciously, he 
had packed a little arrow in his bag, 

a strange, gold-headed steelbarbed bit 
of viciousness unknown to military 

authorities, the mate of which had 
been slid inte the wardrobe trunk of 
the girl from New York. He didn’t 

know it. And she didn't knew it. 
But the little French-eyed cupids of 
Quebec had wired ahead for just that 
arrangement. : 
Dad met the captain in the morn- 

ing—oh yes, such things do happen— 

and Cissy met him at lunch. It was 
thrilling to talk to a real soldier. 

Most of the men she knew had raised 
a moustache for the Allies—and that 
was all. 
When he proposec tobogganing 

Cissy hunted up her furriest, fluffiest, 

fetchingest coat and complied. Imei- 

dentally, the French cupid transferred 

the arrow from the trunk to her eyes 

—big, dark eyes they were and dis- 
astrously eyelashed. 

The streets tingled with life. They 

flowed with color. Everywhere you 
heard the lilt of Gallic laughter. 

There were soldiers too, endless 

- groups of them. Aad every group en- 

countered, when one was on the 
magic company of an officer, meant a 
salute. Cissy had been howed to, 

cringed to, kneeled to, but saluted by 

real active-service soldiers—never 

before, It was thrilling. 
Tobogganing is the king of winter 

sports, the Coney lsland climax of 
speed-daring, swallow-darting adven- 

ture. The most popular slide in Que- 

bec starts from under the shadow of 

the King’s Bastien of the Citadel and 
ends on Dufierin Terrace at the en- 
trance to the Chateau I'rontenac tea 

room. It starts as “pleased-to-meet- 

you, glad-you-steer”; it goes a quar- 

ter of a mile in something under 

thirty seconds; and when it has 

landed you breathless and well- 
acquainted at the door of the tea 

room—why, after half an hour of 
such glorious fellowship, you just 

naturally drift in. 
White hands over a dainty teapot— 

warm fragrance of the subtle Orient 

in every sip f 
“After all, we're one race,” said the 

captain, smiling, “what do you say to 

snowshoeing to-morrow?” 

The day was a perfect pearl, a sun- 

drenched ecstasy. The scuth takes 

Ireland. via Mew’ York, for Se 
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the life out of one. The north pumpd 
it in and uses it up again at top pres~ 
sure. The long miles melted inte 
memories. 
“How can you, leave it?’ Cissy] 

burst out at last, “this glorious coun< 
try—how can you go there to tha 
guns and the gas and those awful, 

~dwidl trenches?” 
“How could I stay? The more won+ 

it is—child, child, isn’t fit 
orth fighting for? But you're neu 

tral. You couldn’t understand?” | 
She touched his arm timidly. Hel 

looked so grim. 
“Oh, but I do!” she whispered. 

“My great-great-grandfather fought 
under Washington. This ain't my 
country—but if it were, how I weuld| 
fight!” . i 
The captain was more afraid then 

than thousands ef Germans would! 
have made him. But he charged] 

_ straight for the guns. 

Mostef the 
men she knew 
had raiseda 
moustache for): 
the allies- # 
and let it go 
at that. 

“Would you take a stake in it if 
were offered to you very, very hum 
ly? Just one Canadian heart, dear 
We have to move quickly these days. 
There are no long courtships in 

time.” 
There wasn’t a sound in all thel 

white world. 
“It isn’t true. It couldn’t be,” 

Cissy, awed, “and yet 1 know I I 
you.” . 
Out of the end of a feathery, snow- 

draped bough, the little French cupid 
laughed. And then he sighed. Far, 
far away, a bugle at the Citadel ho? 
played “fall in.” 
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ASTER MASON 
Cut Pidg Tobacco 

The reliable brand cut from our ori 
“AMERICAN NAvy”? Plug; made 
the finest selected american leaf tobacen, 

SOLD BY ALL DEALERS 
MANUFACTURED BY 

ROCK CITY TOBACCO 
- QUEBEC 
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confident of ' their swelling 
stand squorely on their own 

two feet, they will be just as rapac 
ous, just us dishonest, just as sharp 
and overreaching as conditions and 
the law permit. The weaker or less 
resourceful will drop to the under 
world as they do today (where they 
will continue to divide the honors with 
men), but these women of brains and 
character that deliberately select the 
open for their talents instead of the 
home, will fight man at his own game, 
and, it may be, rout him, dispossess 
him, cat him up.—Gertude Atherton, 
In Yale Review, 
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Sold everywhere. 

For Betis Bath 
"The creamy softening lather of Baby’s Own Soap 

and the fragrance of its delicate aroma leave 
the skin cleansed—refreshed—aromatized 

Four generations of Canadian mothers have used and 
recommended It. 

In the Interest of your children’s skin insist on Baby’s Own Soap 
Albert Soaps, Limited, Mfrs., Montreal 

a: d 

1¢ three for $10, at drug stores. 

10., St. Cathatities, Ontarlo, 

The Associated Board of the 

Royal Academy of Music 
Royal College of Music 

LONDON, ENGLAND. 

for Local Examinations in Musie 
PATRON : His Majesty the King. 

Music Examinations 1916 

Opens to the Pupils of all Teachers of Music, 

The Annual Examinations in Practical 
Music and Theory will be held throughout 
Canada in May and June, 1916, An examin- 
ation in holy only will be held November 
10th 1915, application te be made by October 
1st 1918, 

An exhibition value about $500 offered 
annually ; also 2 Gold and 32 Silver Medals, 

Sytlabus, Music for the examinations and 
all particulars may be obtained on opplica- 
tion te 

M. WARING DAVIS, 777 Shuter Street, Montreal. 
(Resldent Secretacy tor Canada.) 

Parents and Teachers wishing to enter 
their pupils for these ex ions should 
communicate with the Secr at once and 
bave their names placed on list. 6 
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HEAD AND NOSTRLS 
STUFFED FROM OLD 

Don’t stay stuffed-up! ¢ 
snuffling! dose of “Pape’s Cold Compound” 
taken every two hours until three doses are 
taken will end..grippe misery and break up a 
severe cold either in the head, chest, body or 

Quit blowing and 

limbs, ; 
It promptly opens clogged-up nostrils and 

air ‘passages; stops nasty discharge or nose 
running; relieves sick headache, dullness, fever: 
ishness, sore throat, sneezing, soreness an 
stiffne: SS, 

“Pape’s. Cold Compound” is:the quickest, 
surest relief known and costs only 23 cents 
at drug stores, 

IB9NUG on] 0D ¥ ApoqEeg 39010 | 

AvI110D 
RelA 

UALSVONO( | ¥» 

PHOSPIONOL FOR MENEZ: 
b Tonic—will build you up. 

DR.DeVAN'S FEMALE PILLS Joheti 
medicine ror a’ Female Complaint. $5 a box, 

C Mailed to any 
#1dress on recgint of orice. THE ScoBELY, DRUG 

Restores Vim | flat, one 
and Vitality; : 

br Nerve and Brain;increases ‘grey matter’; | 
§ a box, or two for 

!5, at drug stores, or by mail on receipt of price. 
* ScoBELL DRUG Co., St. Cathdrines, Ontarie. 

10 LET 
TO LET—One flat, one furnished 

furnished house, furnished: 

rooms. Possession at any time. Ap-- 

ply to 

F. A. GOOD; 
Sold in Frederie®tu= oy A. J. Ryan. Cor. Regent and Brunswick Sts.. 
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¢ GENERAL REPAIR SHOP : 
(4 [] 
4 Auto, Bicycle and Motor Supplies $ 

‘ Skate Grinding : : Gun Repairing $ 

¢ Waterloo Boy Gas Engines $ 

gn 4 

§ Motor Boat Wm. C/iBURTT Gas 

: Repairs FREDERICTCN, N. B. Engines $ 
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run or «tain Butter. 

per 100. 

Bring your Butter Paper to the'Mail] office or if you 

prefer we will supply and] print you 500%sheets 1ream 

tor $1.75 or 2 reams 1.000 sheets for:$2.75.] 
We ute a Special Blue Butter:Paper Ink. It will not 

1000 Butter Papers $2.50. 500 Butter Papers $1.50. 

We also have in stock a quantity of Butter Paper ¢ 
without your name. just Choice Dairy Butter for 25¢ 

The Mail Publishing Co. 
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{| Dress Materials : 
for Fall and Winter 
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of these goods, we are in a potition to fill 

VICUNAS to sell at 30c., 50c. and 75¢., in 
Black and Staple Shades. 

TARTANS to sell at 20c., 30c., 40c. and 50c. 
SERGES, Navy and Black, to 

$1.35, $1.50, $2.60 and $2.25. 

SILKS for CHRISTMAS TRADE, in POP- 
i LINS, MESSALINES, CHARMEUSE, TAF- 

' FETAS. SATINS, Bte., Blacks and Colors. 

All these lines are at PRICES WHICH CAN- 
NOT BE REPEATED and our friends would 
do well to fill their requirements while our 
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present stock lasts. 

| VASSIE & COMPANY, Ltd. 
{ WA holesale Dry Goods and Woolens 

St. John, N. B 

present great scarcity 

for MELTONS and 

sell at 60c.. 
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